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Summary: Three young kits are brought to ThunderClan in the dead of 
night. The loner that brings them begs for them to be accepted. What 
will their future hold? (T because it's Warriors) 


Briar ' s Story 
** ThunderClan** 

Leader 

Amberstar-Light ginger tabby with dark ginger paws and dark blue 
eyes 

Deputy 

Owlwhisker-black and brown spotted tom with light amber eyes and long 
whiskers 

Medicine Cat 

Hailsong-dark gray tom with white paws and blue eyes **Apprentice, ** 
Seedpaw 

Warriors 

Flint jaw-black blue eyed tom with gray jaw, paws and 
tail 

Thrushstrike-dark gray tom with light grey streaks and amber 
eyes 

Flamef oot-ginger tom with white stripes and green eyes **Appretice, ** 
Foxpaw 

Dawnstripe-light ginger she-cat with vivid green eyes **Apprentice, ** 
Tawnypaw 



Spiderleg-black tom with bright amber eyes 


Sootclaw-brown tom with grey speckles and light green 
eyes 

Snowstripe-white she-cat with ginger paws and bright blue 
eyes 

Nightfall-light ginger green eyed she-cat with black paws, face and 
tail 

Mouseshade-light brown tabby tom with green eyes 

Voleclaw-ginger tabby tom with blue eyes 

Barkheart-dark brown she-cat with amber eyes 

Hazelbelly-light brown and whiter tabby she-cat with green 
eyes 

Pikeleap-light gray tom with darker stripes and blue 
eyes 

Rainmist-light gray she-cat with blue 
eyes 

Apprentices 

Seedpaw-light ginger and white tabby she-cat with blue 
eyes 

Tawnypaw-calico she-cat with blue eyes 

Foxpaw-ginger tom with black paws and amber 
eyes 

Queens&Kit s 

Honeyheart-dark ginger she-cat with whiter chest and tummy and light 
blue eyes mother of Flamefoot ' s kits (Hollykit, black she-kit with 
green eyes Falconkit, golden tom with one blue eye and one 
amber) 

Whitetail-dark gray she-cat with amber eyes and a white tail mother 
of adopted kits (Briarkit, brown she-kit with blue eyes, Crowkit, 
dark gray tom with green eyes, Mistykit, light gray tabby she-kit 
with amber eyes, all formerly loners) 

**Prologue** 

I hear the crunch of paws on fallen leaves outside the camp entrance. 
I glance at my sister, Rainmist who sits beside me. We were just 
named warriors and are sitting vigil. Her blue eyes burn as she takes 
a deep breathe scenting the air, I follow suit. Not any clan I know, 
loner possibly? As if to awnser my question a thin silver she-cat 
pushes through the camp barrier. I raise my hackles and let out a 
yowl . 

"Inruder!" The camp bursts into activity as warriors leap from their 



dens. The she-cat ' s dull blue eyes widen and fear and she begins to 
shake. She puts down the gray kit she was holding in her jaws. I 
notice another darker gray one clinging to her back and a brown one 
cowering by her paws . 

"Please, these are my sister's kits she died giving birth and they 
need to be kept safe!" Amberstar pushes through the crowd. 

"You wish for us to take them in?" The she-cat nods. "What are their 
names?" The thin tabby takes a deep breathe. 

"The brown she-kit is Briar, she is the oldest. The dark gray tom is 
Crow. The light gray tabby is Misty, she is the youngest. Please take 
them they need to be kept safe." Amberstar considers. 

"We will take them but don't come back one day expecting us to give 
them back to you they are ThunderClan cats now." The she-cat nods 
wildly . 

"Thank you, thank you, I have to go but thank you please treat them 
well." She turns tail and flees from the camp leaving the three small 
kits. Hailsong, our medicine cat rushes forward. 

"Oh my stars! They are so thin and cold! Three cats get them to the 
nursery. Good good! Whitetail I'm sorry to ask but can you feed them? 
I know your still upset but Honeyheart won't be able to feed five 
kits." I purr at the way the dark gray tom takes over as I scoop up 
the brown kitten. She flails weakly as I hurry her to the nursery. 
Whitetail already has the other two kits suckling at her belly and I 
feel a rush of happiness. No matter what circumstances new kits are 
always good news . 


End 
f ile . 



